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KITTY BROWN 

AND 

HER LITTLE SCHOOL. 

  

CHAPTER I. 

WHO THREW THE STICKS IN THE WATER? 

THE path through the graveyard, down 

to Brook Runaway, was well worn by the 

feet, not of mourners, but of children 

seeking their playground. Kitty Brown 

and Rosa Day were among these children. 

They found much to enjoy at the brook. 

Some enjoyed sitting still on its mossy 

banks, to weave garlands of oak-leaves; 

others preferred to dig idly in the soft 

earth, and think idly, their thoughts wav- 
" 5
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ing hither and thither with every breeze 

which stirred the dark leaves above 

them. The more active and noisy chil- 

dren sailed boats, or built a dam, or swung 

from bank to bank on long poles. 

One day, while the children were thus 

variously employed, Rosa Day, who was 

among the quiet thinkers, observed that 

every now and. then sticks fell into the 

‘water. At first, the circling ripples which 

they caused amused her, but as the sticks 

came more frequently, and of a larger 

size, she looked about to see where they 

came from. The children all seemed to 

be occupied; no one was throwing sticks. 

By-and-by a large stone fell, and it came 

near hitting Frank Hastings on the head, 

as he was just then stooping down to 

trim the sail of his little boat. 

“T declare!” said Frank, looking up, 

“J should like to know who sent that? 
©
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A little more, and it would have been no 

laughing matter.” 

No child seemed to know. 

“T cannot tell what to make of it, 

said Rosa. ‘I have been watching the 

sticks this long time, and cannot find out 

where they come from.” 

Another stone, still heavier, fell with 

a splash in the water. Rosa and Frank 

looked up at the same moment, and _ the 

mystery was explained. Several boys 

had climbed into a large oak tree which 

stood near the brook, and, from their hid- 

ing-place in its dark leaves, had pelted 

the children who were at play. They 

laughed rudely when they were disco- 

vered, and, with an oath, which very much 

frightened Kitty Brown, they began to 

descend. | 

“Let us run home,” said Kitty in a
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whisper to Rosa. “I am afraid of them 

—come! 

“Pshaw!” said Frank. “I won’t run 

for them!” 

“You wont, eh! will you?” said one 

of the rude party. “See then what you'll 

get for it. The brook is our’n, and we 
mean to beat every one of you as soon as 
we get down.” 

Kitty put her hand in Rosa’s, and be- 
gan to pull her along rapidly. “Do 
—please come quick, Rosa; please do! 
They are so wicked, they will do any 
thing! Didn’t they swear? Oh, let us 
run !” 

Rosa could scarcely keep up with Kit- 
_ ty, and her fear infected the rest of the 

party; so, like a flock of sheep, away they 
scampered, over bush and brier, to the 
graveyard. Frank alone stood his 
ground, retreating slowly and manfully,
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choosing his own time, and for his bra- 

very receiving thumps on his back from 

the stones. 

Kitty scarcely stopped to breathe un- 

til she stood with Rosa, safe in the grave- 

yard; then she sat down on a little grave, 

under a willow tree, to rest. She felt 

safe from wicked boys in the graveyard. 

The other children came up, one by one, 

panting and puffing—and._ were also glad 

to rest under the willow, and to gather, 

around Rosa, thinking she could protect 

them from harm; but, to tell the truth, 

Rosa was almost as much frightened as 

they were. Last of all came up Frank 

Hastings, laughing. eg’ 

!” said 

Frank. ‘“ What were you‘afraid of?” . 

“Of tnose wicked boys,” said Kitty, 

“Why, Frank, they swore /” Kitty seemed 

“What geese you were to run:
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to think they could do nothing more 
wicked. 

“Well, I know it,” said Frank rather 
coolly,—“ and they came near breaking 
my head into the bargain, But what of 
that? There is no need of running 
away from them !” 

Kitty looked grave. 
“T think, Frank,” said she, “ that a boy 

who will swear is very wicked, and you 
cannot trust him to do any thing good.” 

“T think so too, Kitty,” said Rosa; 
“and I would not wish to stay down 
there with such boys.” 

“But what are we to do now?’ said 
Sarah Carpenter. “Cannot we go to 
Brook Runaway any more ?” 

“Yes, indeed,” said — “the boys 
will not dare to touch you.” 

“But,” continued Sarah, “mother
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would not let Charles and I go where we 

should hear swearing.” 

“ Nor my mother”—“ Nor mine”—“ Nor 

mine”—said several. 

“This is too bad,” said Henry Miles. 

“Tt will spoil all our fun for the whole 

summer.” 

“No; I think not,” said Rosa. “We 

will stay away for a few days, and when 

the bad boys find we do not come, they 

will give it up; for they come only to 

trouble us. Then we can go back again, 

and have the brook all to ourselves.” 

This plan was agreed upon, though re- 

luctantly by Frank; for he wished to | 

return at once to the brook, which Rosa 

and the children refused to do. They 

preferred to lose their play entirely, to 

the risk of hearing wicked boys swear. 

And they were quite right about it.
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CHAPTER II. 

WHAT WE SHOULD BE AFRAID Of. 

Mzss Preston’s scholars were at a loss 

what to do with their playhours, when 

they could no longer go to Brook Runa- 

way. 

Henry Miles after a while found some- 

thing which amused them for a day or 

two. Back of the school-house there 

were some long planks. One of these 
the boys carried into a horse-shed and put 

across the upper beams in such a way as 
tomake a narrow bridge across from beam 

to beam, several feet from the ground. The 

play was, to see who could climb up and 
walk across it without falling. This
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was a hazardous experiment; yet the 

girls joined in it—for they were active, 

and could climb almost as well as the 

boys. . 

Rosa did not like this play, for she 

was not strong and could not climb well; 

so, after trying it once, and coming down 

to the ground with a soiled and torn 

frock, she gave it up, and used to sit in 

the shade of the shed and read, while 

the others played. 

Sometimes Kitty went and sat down 

by her and read out of the same book; 

for Kitty could not long keep away from 

Rosa. 

Rosa was never entirely alone, for she 

had one little friend who preferred to be 

with her most of the time. This was 

Bess Carpenter. A chubby, happy child 

was Bess now, quite too old to “peed the 

birds” to their suffocation, as she. did 
2 .
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when we last met her. Rosa was fond 

of the child, and, though never so busy, 

would generally contrive some plan for 

her amusement. 

About a week after the adventure at 

Brook Runaway, Rosa was seated quiet- 

ly on a large stone, back of the horse- 

sheds, reading the Exiles of Siberia. 

Bess was with her, making fly-boxes out 

of blue and yellow paper. Rosa became 

intensely interested in the story. She 

had just read to where Elizabeth presents 

herself tothe empress. Rushing through 

the crowd she cries, “‘ Pardon !—pardon !” 

Tears were in Rosa’s eyes. She thought 

she was that empress—she was actually 

rising, with her jewelled crown, and cry- 

!” So entirely was she 

carried away as quite to forget that she 

was only a little school-girl, sitting on a 

stone; back of the horse-sheds—not strong
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enough even to romp with her playmates. 
Suddenly there was a great shouting, and — 

the children came running round the 

corner. 

“Here they are,” said Henry Miles, 

who was foremost. “I have found 

them.” 

“Come, Rosa!” said half a dozen 

voices, “we want to go to Brook Runa- 

way. We have been hunting every- 
where for you.” 

“But,”’—said Rosa, looking on her 
book,—“it is not time yet. The boys 
will be there.” 

“ No, indeed they will not,” said Charles 

Carpenter. “Ican answer for that; so 
the sooner we are off, the better.” 

“What makes you so confident, 

Charles?” said Rosa with a smile. 

“Because I know they will not be 
there.” 

a
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“ No,” said Kitty, “ you do not know, 

Charley. We must not say we do know, 

if we do not.” 

“Well, I can guess,” said Charles, 

“and that is all the same.” 

Rosa still kept her eye on her book, 

and tried to read. She was deeply in- 

terested in the fate of the good daughter, 

and felt as if she could not leave her in 

danger. 

“T think we had better wait a while 

longer before we go,’ said she. “It is 

only two or three days since we were 

there.” ™ * 

“ Rosa, what are you thinking of ?” said 

Frank. “It was just a week yesterday.” 

“ Rosa will not go,” said Henry Miles, 

a little provoked; “she is reading a story- 

book.” 

Rosa looked up, and saw an expression 

of disappointment on many a face turned
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toward her. She did not hesitate longer; 
but with a sigh, (which, however, no 
one heard,) she shut her book and said 
pleasantly to Henry, “Yes, I will go, if 
you wish me to.” 
“That is just like you, Rosa,” said 

Kitty Brown, throwing her arms about 
her neck and kissing her. “Ido not 
believe any of the rest of us would have 
left a pretty story-book to go.” 

“Oh yes,” said Rosa, “you would have 
done so.- It is a great deal pleasanter to 
please other people than to please our- 
selves.” ~ ™ 

“ You think so, I know, Rosa.” 
“ And so do you, Kitty.” 
As the party walked down to the 

brook, Kitty thought over this. Was it 
true that she found more enjoyment in 
pleasing others than in pleasing herself? 
Kitty's conscience whispered that some- 

Q*
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times she did, but not always. She con- 

cluded that Rosa was so good always be- 

cause she was a Christian—and Kitty felt 

that it was a great thing to be a Chris- 

tian. She wondered if she should ever be 

one—and if so, when; and then she won- 

dered whether Rosa was a Christian when 

she was a little girl. Before she could de- 

cide this point, some of the children 

reached the brook. Frank announced by 

a loud shout that “the coast was clear.” 

It was pleasant to the children to come 

back to their babbling friend. They had 

a great deal to tellit; an@it would seem, 

by the way it fussed and fumed among 

the stones, as if it had something to tell 

them—trying perhaps to say, “I’ve been 

alone—quite alone!” Alone itwas now: 

no wicked boys were there to disturb its 

peace. , 

“Ttold you so,” said Charles. “Did
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not I tell you so?” said he to Kitty, snap- 
ping his fingers triumphantly before her. 

“ But for all that, you did not know be- 

forehand,” persisted Kitty; “‘and so you 

ought not to have said that you did.” 

Frank Hastings came up also with an 

air of triumph. 

“You see there was nothing to be 
afraid of, Rosa,” said he. 

“Yes there was,” replied Kitty, taking 

up the matter warmly. “We were 
afraid, if we came back, we should meet 

those wicked boys and hear them swear 
again.” | 

“And what if you did?” said Frank. 
“It would not have broken any of your 
bones.” 

“Why, Frank,” said Kitty, very se- 
riously, “I would rather any one would 
strike me, at any time, than swear.” — 

“ Kitty isright, Frank,” said Rosa. “If
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we are afraid of nothing else in the world, 

we should all of us be afraid of sin.” 

Frank whistled and walked away, but 

he remembered this remark of Rosa's; 

and’ years after, it came into his mind 

when he was tempted, and it made him 

dare to be “ afraid of SIN.” 
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CHAPTER fil 

SOMETHING SETS ROSA TO THINKING. 

Tue children were glad, when, after 

several days had passed, they found 

themselves still unmolested at Brook 

Runaway. They concluded the field 

had been fairly won by their timely re- 

treat. The brook seemed glad also, for 

it sparkled and sang a pleasant little 

song, and rocked gently, on its tiny 

waves, the baby-craft intrusted to its care. 

This craft was of every variety; both of 

paper boats and home-made ships; but 

the queen among all was Charley's 

eanoe. This canoe was made of birch- 

bark, was neatly finished and painted,
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and would sail finely. Charley's father 

brought it from Montreal. 

Sarah Miles once took her doll, Serino, 

down to the brook. She wished to give 

her a sail across the stream, in Charley's 

canoe. Charley consented, and Sarah 

seated Miss Serino in it, and pushed the 

canoe gently from the shore. Serino was, 

however, too heavy for the little canoe. 

It rocked and finally upset. Sarah, in 

order to save the doll, plunged into the 

water. 

Rose immediately crossed over on the 

stepping-stones to her. 

“What can you do, Sarah? You are 

wringing wet.” 

“T do not know, I am sure,” said Sarah, 

laughing. | 

“Hadn’t you better go home?” 

“No,” said Sarah; “home is too far 
off.”
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“TJ will tell you,” said Kitty. “There is 

a nice little birch-tree, and the sun is hot. 

Let her take off her frock and hang it up 

there. It will soon dry.” 

This proposal was a good one. Sarah 

accordingly took off her frock and swung. 

it over the birch-tree, and it bent down 

gracefully to the sun with its burden. 

She then tied Rosa’s shawl over her, and 

sat down where it was warm. 

The children laughed at this adven- 

ture—and their laugh was echoed by 

strange voices, when suddenly, three little 

boys came out from the woods. 

Kitty ran to Rosa, though she saw in 

a moment that they were not the boys 

who swore They had very bright red 

hair and were exceedingly ragged and 

dirty. Slowly they approached. 

“What do you want here?” oa 

roughly. 
> ~ F
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The boys did not answer, but looked 

up and laughed, and continued to ap- 

proach slowly. 

“Be off with yourselves in less than 

no time,’—said Frank, taking up a stone 

and threatening to throw it. 

But the boys only laughed the more. 

Rosa observed that their teeth were white, 

their eyes blue, and their faces ehubby. 

Notwithstanding their dirt, she thought 

they were pleasant and healthful children. 

She came near to Frank. _ 

“Frank,” said she, “I would not be 

cross with them. They do not look as if 

they wished to make any trouble. I 

dare say, they only came to see the ca- 

noe.” 

“Let them look and be off, then,” said 

Frank. ‘We do not want them here.” 

“What is your name?” said Rosa, 
speaking to the largest boy. He made:
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no reply, but stood still and scratched in 

the earth with his bare toes. 

“Will you not tell me your name?” 

said Rosa, speaking very pleasantly. “I 

must guess it, then. Let me see. I guess 

it is John.” 

“ Mine is not John,” said the next one. 

“ Mine is James.” 

“James what?” said Rosa. 

“ James Smith.” 

“ And what is this one’s name ?” 
“ Peter.” 

“John, James, and Peter Are you 

brothers ?” 

“Yes,” 

“Where do you live?” 

“ Down yander.” 

“What do you do?” 

“Work in the mill.” 

“Don’t you go to school ?” 
3
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“Sometimes—not very often. Dad 

can’t spare us.” 

“Can you read ?” 

“No. Johnny knows some of his let- 

fers.” 

“Should you like to learn to read ?” 

“T don’t know.” 

The canoe was now afloat, and the 

Smiths would give Rosa nomore attention. 

Rosa fell into a brown study. “ Poor 

children,” said she at length to Kitty, 

“they do not know how to read.” 

“ What a pity!” said Kitty. “I think 

if they were washed up, they would be 

quite pretty, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Rosa, without minding 

much what she was saying. Rosa was 

thinking. By-and-by, it was time to go 

to school. Rosa bade the little Smiths 

good-by. Even Frank began to be civil, 

when he found they meant no harm; so
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that the last Kitty saw of them they 

were laughing. 

Rosa walked along silently, for she 
was still thinking. “ What can Rosa be 

thinking of?” said Kitty to herself. She 

did not ask, however, for she thought it 

would not be quite polite to do so, but 

she concluded that it must be of something 

good. Kitty knew that Rosa was a 

Christian, and she thought a Christian 

was almost as good as the angels. 

 



28 KITTY BROWN AND 
— 

CHAPTER IV. 

WHAT ROSA THOUGHT ABOUT. 

On the following day, even little Bess 

Carpenter noticed that Rosa seemed very 

anxious for playtime to arrive, and that 

she was the first to climb the graveyard 

enclosure. Kitty, who had lost her sun- 

bonnet, was delayed, and had to run her- 

self quite out of breath to overtake Rosa. 

“Oh, I have run so!” panted Kitty. 

““Why—what for?” said Rosa. 

“To catch up with you. What makes 

you in such a hurry to-day, Rosa ?” 

“Oh, something,” said Rosa, smiling. 

“ What! do tell me, will you?” 

“Kitty, I have a plan in my wind.”
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¢ What is it ?” 

“ How should you like to have a little 

school under the trees, and teach those 

poor children how to read ?” | 

“Splendid ! splendid !” said Kitty, clap- 

ping her hands and jumping up and down. 

“That would be fine! Il tell Sarah.” 

She turned to tell her. 

“Hush,” said Rosa softly. “I would not 

speak of it yet. We will wait and see first 

whether the little boys come back, and, 

if they do, whether they wish to learn 

Then we will tell the children, and engage 

our teachers.” 

“You will let me be a teacher, certain- 

ly, won’t you, Rosa—will you not pro- 

mise ?” 

“Yes, if we can get a school together, 

I shall certainly need you, Kitty, to 

teach Bible verses.” 

“So Ican. I know a great many. I 
3*
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am so glad. Shall we begin to-day, 

Rosa ?” 

“I do not know;—perhaps the boys 
will not come.” 

“Oh, I think they will,” said Kitty, and 
again she leaped up in the air. 

“Kitty, what in the world is the mat- 
ter with you?” said Sarah Carpenter. 
Kitty held her lips tightly together, and 
looked up in Rosa’s face as if she would 
have said, “See how well I keep a se- 
cret,” while, all the time, her eyes were 
telling it, just as fast as eyes could. 

Rosa laughed, and they hurried on to 
Brook Runaway. All was quiet, and just 
as they had left it. Rosa sat down on 
ner mossy seat to watch the children at 
play. She begged Kitty to do the same, 
but Kitty could not keep still. She was 
continually running and peeping through 
the trees, to catch a glimpse of the fac-
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| tory village. Once, as she stood watch- 

ing, with her face between two birch-trees, 
her mind was excited, and thoughts came 
quickly. 

“There, now! All the rest of us were 

thinking about our boats, and our jump- 
ing-places, and our poles. We did not 
want the boys to trouble us; but when 
Rosa found out they were ignorant, she 
could not rest till she had found out 

some way to teach them. Rosa loves to 
do good; so does mother and Aunt Rus- 

sell. I wish I loved to do good better 

than to do any thing else. I do not be- 

lieve I shall be a veal Christian until I 

do.” 

Kitty looked up into the blue sky, for 

she could see it though the trees. It 

was of a very deep blue, and without 

acloud. When she thought of being a 

Christian, she thought of going to heaven;
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and heaven, she supposed, was up in the 

deep blue sky, and it seemed to her as if 

it must be a beautiful place to live in. 

She wished to go there. Then she be- 

gan again to wonder—as she had so many 

times before—“ whether she ever should 

be a Christian?” then to wonder “whe- 

ther the boys would come?’ As she was 

about to give up looking for them, she 

saw their little red heads through the 

ereen leaves—one—two—three. Yes, 

there they were—John, James, and 

Peter—still laughing, as if they had 

never stopped since they were there 

before. | 

Kitty shouted. and ran toward Rosa. 

In her extreme haste, she stumbled over 

a log and fell her full length on the 

ground. Many of the children laughed, 

but Rosa did not laugh: she was,too con- _ 

siderate and kind to do so. She came /
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and helped Kitty up and asked her gen- 

tly, if she was hurt? 

“No,” said Kitty, “I only scratched 

my hands a little and tore my frock. But 

there they are, Rosa.” 

“Yes, I see them,” said Rosa. The 

boys approached slowly. 

“ How do you do to-day, John?’ No 

answer. 

“How are you, James?” James put 

his finger in his mouth. 

“T is well,” said Peter. 

“That's right,” said Rosa. “Come now 

and sit by me on the grass and see the 

canoe. 

The children came, and Kitty also. 

Kitty was now as much interested in 

those dirty little children as if they had 

been kings’ sons. Rosa talked pleasantly 

with them a while, and they became less 

shy. John opened his mouth and spoke 
~
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at last. “Them is mighty putty,” said 

he, pointing to the canoe. 

Rosa answered him, and at length drew 

him into conversation. She ascertained 

that he knew his letters, and wished to 

learn to read. “But,” as he said, “dad 

wouldn’t spare him much to go to school; 

and when he did go, there was so many 

on ’em, he didn’t larn much.” 

“Tf I will bring a book down here to- 

morrow, at this time, and teach you to 

read, will you come and learn?” said 

Rosa. 

“ Don’t know ’bout that,” said John. 

“ Will you, James?’ 

‘If John does.” 

“Ise come,” said Peter. 

“Well,” said Rosa, “you come all three 

of you, at this time to-morrow, and if you 
have any little friends who would like to 

learn to read, bring them with you.”
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“Jack Seott don’t know nothing,” said 
James. 

“ Bring Jack, if he will come.” 
The little Smiths laughed, and be- 

gan to make friends with Kitty Brown; 
though—if the truth must be told—her 
ardour had been damped considerably by 
the indifference with which they had re- 
ceived Rosa’s kind offer. She felt as if 
they ought to have said at once, “Oh 
yes, we will come, and thank you too 
a thousand times.” Kitty had yet to 
learn that we must teach the ignorant 

for the sake of doing them good, and not 

for the sake of their thanks. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE BROOK SCHOOL COMMENCES. 

Kirry talked and thought of nothing 

but the little school. Her mother and 

Aunt Russell were tired of the subject. 

Rosa was much more considerate. She 

did not trouble her friends by talking too 

much, though her mind was filled with it. 

Rosa was older than Kitty, and it was 

reasonable to expect of her more cons 

deration. 

“T must go to bed early to-night,” said 

Kitty. “I think I will go directly after 

tea.” 

“ Why?” asked her mother.
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- “So that I can wake up early,” said 
Kitty, “and be all ready for the new 
school.” } 

“Shall you begin before breakfast ?” 
“No, Aunt Russell, net I wish to get 

things ready i in season.” 

“ Well,” said her mother smiling. 
Kitty began to feel as if she was some- 

what childish, and made a faint resolu- 
tion not to speak of the matter again that 
night, when all at once Rosa’s remark 
about the Bible verses came into her 
mind. She started up and exclaimed— 

“There! Aunt Russell, I came very 
near forgetting something. Rosa says I 
must teach Bible verses. What shall I 
select for the first one ?” 

“1 do not know.” 

“Please think, aunt. It is very im- 
portant—it is, truly.” 

“You had better choose one whigh. the 
Sly .. 

Ga 
t ig
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children will remember easily. How do 

you like this—‘ Foxes have holes, and 

the birds of the air have nests, but the 

Son of Man hath not where to lay his 

head.’ ” 

“J like it very much,” said Kitty, re- 

peating it. After this, she sat silently 

looking in the fire a while, and then 

went to bed and dreamed that she was a 

teacher and had a very fine school. 

The following day was a delightful 

one. It was neither too cold nor too hot, 

but “every way just right,” as Kitty said. 

Miss Preston’s scholars were full of en- 

thusiasm about their new plan. Old 

books were hunted up and re-covered, 

slates were washed, pencils sharpened, 

and paper cut. In short, every thing 

which the children thought it possible 

to want was provided. The playhour 

was anxiously expected, and the children 
5 

c
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flew from the school-room door, like birds 

from a cage. | | 
“Not so fast—not so fast,” said Rosa, 

once or twice, to Frank Hastings. “Bess 
cannot keep up with you.” 

“T would not wait for Bess,” said Frank 

impatiently. 

“Yes, you would,” said Rosa. “You 
would not run away and leave her, I 
know, Frank.” 

‘Make her come faster, then,” said 
Frank; but he slackened his pace, and 
at length stood still and waited for her. 
The other children followed his example. 

“That is kind in you,” said Rosa smil- 
ing. e | 

Frank whistled, as usual when he 

felt pleased, and did not wish to show it. © 
He took Bess by the hand. “TI propose,” 
said he to the others, “that we all fall 

back now, and let Rosa go first. It is
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Rosa’s school. She thought of it first, 

and if her carrot-tops are there. she ought 

to see them first.” 

“J second the motion,” said Henry 

Miles. 

The children readily acceded, and 

Rosa, much pleased, was the first to 

climb the low wall which separated. the 

sraveyard from the place of meeting. 

She walked quickly to the spot, and, to 

her great joy, there were the red-headed, 

laughing Smiths, and three other boys 

with them! | 

“J am very glad to see you,” said 

Rosa. “Are these your little friends ?” 

“Them be the Scotts,” said’ Peter. 

“They'll come to school.” 

Rosa felt exceedingly happy in the 

prospect of having six ignorant boys to 

teach. She sat down on the grass, and 

they came around her, and she looked at
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them with such an expression of interest 

in her clear blue eyes, and spoke to them 

so kindly that they loved her at once. 

Rosa commenced her school in a very — 

good way. First she took the spelling- 

book and ascertained how much each 

boy knew, and then gave him in charge 

of that teacher whom she thought would 

do best by him. 

Every scholar had a teacher. Frank 

undertook, as he said,“ to make a man of 

Jemmy Scott.” Peter Smith was given to 

Kitty Brown; John Smith, Rosa took, 

Sarah Carpenter had James; little Paul 

Scott was Sarah Miles’s charge; and Tom, 

his brother, Charles Carpenter promised 

“should read like a minister in a week.” 

Rosa assigned to each a lesson for the 

day. Then the classes seated them- 

selves—one on the roots of a tall elm ; 

another on the as stones which were
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covered with fern; some were under 

the fences, and others quite near the 
brook. Rosa and John Smith, seated 

themselves about halfway up the bank. 

Rosa liked this position because it en- 
abled her to see the whole school. Soon 
after the seats were chosen, the hum of 

young voices was heard. “A—B—b; 
Ba—ba—ker. Now—there—w-a-s—a— 
man!” | 

The school had commenced finely. 
The sun smiled upon it, and Brook 
Runaway danced around it. The birds 
in the trees sang their approval, and the 
squirrels came up on the wall and stood 
with their tailsover their heads looking 
on, and seemed in no haste to be gone. 
“ Buzz—buzz—buzz,” now spelling, now 
reading, now calling out letters, and thus 
the playhour flew by. 

“We must go now,” said Rosa,
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“What, so soon?” asked the teachers ; 
“it cannot be time.” 

“ Yes, itis,” said Rosa. “ We will come 
again to-morrow. Let us stand here now 
by the brook and repeat one of Kitty’s 
verses all together. Kitty, what shall 
we say ?” 

Kitty came forward, and with glowing 
cheeks repeated this— 

“The foxes have holes and the birds 
of the air have nests, but the Son of Man 
hath not where to lay his head.” 
“We will all say it,” said Rosa com- 

mencing. But Peter and the youngest 
Scott would not join until the third time 
of repeating: then they joined in, and 
Rosa patted their heads and told them 
they were “good boys.” 

Miss Preston’sscholars returned to their 
own tasks slowly. They had made the 
discovery, as they thought, that it was 

~
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much more agreeable to teach than to 

learn. But the truth was, they had been 

simjly enjoying the pleasure of doing 

good. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

WHAT HAPPENED AT THE BROOK. 

Day after day, for several weeks, those 
same little squirrels, or some of their neigh- 
bours, came to give alook at Rosa’s school, 
and found it going on prosperously. Six 
new scholars and three new teachers had 
been added since the first week. The 
scholars had improved in their personal 
appearance, for now they came with clean 
hands and faces. At first, Rosa did not 
know how to make them clean. She felt 
afraid to tell them to wash before they 
came, lest it should hurt their feelings, 

One day, Kitty was sitting near her, 
and Rosa observed that she appeared
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troubled. She had in her hand a box of 

handsome alphabet-cards, which she had 

brought to help her teach Peter his let- 

ters. Peter never had dirtier fingers 

than he had on that day, and Kitty 

seemed very unwilling to have him touch 

her nice cards. Rosa hastened to help 

her. | 

“What pretty cards, Kitty! Where 

did you get them ?” 

' «Aunt Russell gave them to me to 

teach Peter with,” said Kitty. 

“They are very nice, and you ought 

to keep them nice. Are your fingers 

clean, Kitty.” 

Kitty laughed and held out her white 

hands. “Are your’s clean, Peter?” 

“Not wery,” said Peter—showing a pair 

of chubby fists, whose original colour one 

could scarcely have guessed. 

“No, they are not very clean,” said
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Rosa. “Suppose you come to the brook 
and wash them before you say your lesson. 
You shall wipe them quite dry on this 
pocket-handkerchief.” n 

“Well,” said Peter laughing. “TI will, 
if you like?” Peter gave his hands a 
good scrubbing. . 

“Your hands are whiter than your 
face, now,” said Kitty.to him. 

Peter took the hint and threw the 
water over his face, and gave that a 
good scrubbing also, and when Rosa 
had wiped it, he was quite a differ- 
ent looking child. Kitty was happy 
again, and began to teach him with new — 
pleasure. .John, who was none too clean, 
sat all this time looking on. Rosa smil- 
ed pleasantly and ventured to say to him, 

. “ Peter looks so much better, suppose you 
try it, John.” 

To her surprise, John came at once,
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and washed himself clean. rom that 

day, Rosa had no more dirty children in 

her school. They all took the hint as. 

Peter did, and washed up for the occasion. 

And they improved in many things besides 

looks. John Smith was beginning to read — 

quite well. Peter had advanced to c-a-t, 

and Jemmy Scott, (if Frank was to be 

believed,) was. “almost a man.” Sarah 

Carpenter had done well by James, and — 

Sarah Miles had been faithful and, par 

tient with Paul. Charles did not suc- 

ceed in making Tom “‘read like a minis 

ter in a week,” but in the course of a few 

weeks he had taught him something. 

The school by: Brook Runaway had 

not yet become an “old story.” Rosa 

managed discreetly. .She had a variety of 

lessons, and almost every day there was 

something new to interest both teachers 

and scholars. Frank was frequently: oF
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ed: to: select the time with which ‘théy 
“were to'close, for one: week,;and Henry 

for the next. Kitty generally chose: the 

‘Bible verse for every day, because ‘she 
liked much to doit. Her cousin Sarah 
«was asked to bring a hymn and. read ‘to 

‘the children. Sometimes. Rosa wanted 

‘Charles to. procure some book) and find a 

description of the way in which “bread 
was cast upon the waters,” Even little 
‘Bess could bring a Sunday-school book, | 
‘and show the children pictures of the 
adols in it, which the -poor :heathen 

worshipped. 

These. young teachers at:length ob- 

fained leave to bring their dinners, and 
stay through the intermission, in order 
.that they might have more time for their 
‘labour of love. The weather was fine 
cand every thing seemed. to prosper about - 
the enterprise. _ and Kitty, and, in-
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deed, most of the others, felt as if there ~ 

had never passed quite so pleasant a sum- 

mer. 

Rosa was careful to release any teach- 

er whom she found was becoming tired 

of the work, so that none were employed 

excepting those who wished to be. Some-_ 

times it required much patience to make 

things go smoothly on all sides. Peter 

Smith, perhaps, was stupid, and would 

not mind his book, and Kitty would feel 

impatient with him; or John, having a 

a penknife in his pocket, would seem 

possessed with a determination to whittle 

off the bark of the tree, instead of reading 

to Rosa; or Paul Scott would be roguish, | 

and keep snapping acorns at the boys, and 

Sarah Miles could not put a stop to it. 

The teachers at Brook Runaway certainly 

had their days of trial, and, at such 
7 

. 7
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times, Rosa would cheer and encourage 
them. — 

“We must be patient with the boys,” 
she would say, “if we wish to do them 
any good. We cannot expect they will 
care to learn now as much as we care to 
have them; but by and by they will care, 
if we are only patient.” 

“Well,” said Kitty, one day, after she 
had been unusually tried with Peter, 
“he must like to learn, or he would not 
come so regularly every day; but I do 
wish he would look on his book.” _ 

“Peter has improved very much, Kit- 
ty,” said Rosa. “I was surprised to 
hear him spelling so well this morniiig.” 

“Why, were you?” said Kitty, and 
she felt as if she would never complain 
again, but work on patiently day by day 
with Peter, and teach him all she coun; 
and this was the right feeling.
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The school had gone on thus prosper 

ously so long, that the teachers had quite 

forgotten’ there had ever been any thing 

to fear at Brook Runaway, when, one 

day, just as they were singing their last 

hymn, a rude shouting was heard.in the 

woods just back of where the children 

stood, and, in a few minutes, sticks and 

stones began to fly around them. The 

Smiths and the Scotts “showed fight’) im 

an instant. They picked up stones, to 

throw at a party of half-grown men, who 

just then came in sight. 

. “Those wicked boys again,” said Kitty 

looking frightened. “Let us run.” 

~ “Don’t—don’t throw stones,” said Rosa 

hurriedly to herscholars. “Frank, please 

Go not, we shall only get anit a vom 

we had better go right away.” 

»“ Yes, do,” said Kitty. “Come, Peter.”
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Peter thought he must do as he was 

bidden, so he ran with Kitty. 

Rosa kept hold of John’s hand and 

walked on rapidly, calling to the others 

to follow her. The intruders set up @ 

great shout at this, and, following slowly 

at a little distance, continued to re the 

retreating party. 

Rosa kept Frank and Henry on before 

her, as she was more afraid of a fight 

than of any thing else, and it required 

a great deal of decision and energy for 

her to draw off her forces without one. 

But Frank, as he said, never could 

stand Rosa’s “ Please do, Frank,’ though, 

as in this instance, to yield very much 

crossed the grain of his nature. It seem- 

ed to Rosa a long, long distance to the 

churchyard gate, but it was reached at 

length by her and all of her little flock. 

When they were — and Rosa was be-
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ginning to slacken her. pace, she. saw that 
the others also had climbed the wall, and 
were arming themselves with stones from 
it. Frank could stand this no longer; he 
came to a sudden halt. They were just, 
then opposite a pretty white house, the 
gate and door of which stood invitingly, 
open. Rosa had but a minute to think. 
“In here, Frank—+in here!’’ said she, and 
rushed in with all her school. The rude 
fellows threw their stones at the white 
fence, which it is presumed did not feel 
much hurt by their rudeness, and then 
leaping the wall again, they walked 
slowly back.
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CHAPTER VI. Ani” 

_ MRS, VERNON’S FRONT ENTRY. _ 

-~ Mrs. Vernon, hearing a very, unusual 

_,moise in her entry, dropped her work 

atid came, with spectacles on her nose, to 

look over the banisters. There, crowd- 

ed together below, stood the children! 

.. © What does all this mean?” said Mrs. 

Vernon. “ What is the matter?’ 

«‘Some rude boys were throwing stones 

_ atius,” said Rosa, “and I was afraid our 

little folks would get into a quarrelj.and | 

I brought them in here. May we, stand 

here a few minutes until they are gone?” 

suf Yes, to. be sure,” said Mrs. ‘Vernon, — 

“but I guess you are more frightened -
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than hurt. I Re not believe he ag 
would touch you.” 

“Yes, indeed, ma'am, they my . 
said Kitty, speaking very earnestly. 
" oo are very wicked pay They 
swear.” 

“Well, they are wicked, then,” said 
Mrs. Vernon. “But what is your name?” 

“Kitty Brown, ma’am.” : 
“And who is that young ‘lady by 

you?” 

“This is Rosa Day.” 
“You are Miss Preston’s scholars, ‘ are 

you not?” 

“Yes, ma’am.’ : 
“What were you doing down at the : 

- brook, and. how came you with these 
factory-boys ?” 

“They are our little scholars,” said 
‘Rosa. “We teach them every day, un- 

‘der the trees by the brook.”
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~ Indeed !' How ding have you been: 

aching them ?”’ 

“Several weeks.” 

“Have those rude boys troubled coe 

before ?” 

' “Not since our school commenced. J, 

feel very sorry about it,” said Rosa, “ for; 

TI) think it will pot be safe for us to go: 

down there any more at present; and the 
ya children are learning so well, it is\a pity: 

tdHave them stop.” 

So it ig, said the lady coming wei 

stairs among them; “so it is. You all 

look warm. Come this way and have 

some cool water, will you?” 

“Thank you,” said Rosa. “ There ¢ are’ 
too many of us to walk through your 
front. airy we will get some at i the 
Bem" 5 

“No, never mind the entry,” said Mrs 
Bn, much pleased with Rosa, “Wall.
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right aloug here. Dolly, get = col 

water for these young persons.” & * 

“Yes, maam,” said Dolly, pumping. 

“And I don’t blame the children at all 

for. running,” said she, talking quite as * 

. earnestly as she pumped. “ I'd run, if I 

was they. Them fellows are the worst in 

town. They are up tq. any mischief. 
They are getting ripe for prison one of *® 
these days. They won’t do oo veo 
nor let anybody else do, if they en help 
it.” And you may depend upon it, the , 
young lady won't have, no more peace, ' 
if they have found out her school.” 

Rosa sighed. “My poor little scho- 
lars!” said she. “What shall we do for 

them ?” ; 

“You shall teach them just as you have 
done,” said Mrs. Vernon. “Here! look 
here! ' There is a back kitchen, which I 
do not use, and I have a half dozen
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sbenches which Dolly shall bring in here, 
and you may have your school here every 
day.” | . 

“Oh, I thank you very much,” said 
Rosa with sparkling eyes. “This will 
be very fine. May we come here to- 
morrow?" | 

“ Yes,” 

“Grand! Grand !” said Kitty, clapping 
Pa hands and jumpingsacross the floor. 
© @rs.Vernon laughed. “Do you teach, 
too, Kitty?” 

“Oh yes,” said Kitty. “Peter Smith 
is my little scholar, and I have taught 
him all his letters, and he can spell cat 
and dog, and two or three more words.” 

“You have done well, Kitty.” 
“And I say the Bible verse, too, every 

day. We always have one before we 
» separate, and Rosa lets me say it.” 

“What did you have to-day?”
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_.&Strivé to enter in at the strait gates 

for many, I say unto you, shall seele to 

enter in, and shall not be able!” | 

Kitty repeated this seriously and ap- 

propriately. Kitty loved her Bitile verses 

‘ better than she once did, and now she — 

* seldom repeated them carelessly.” 

“That is right,” said Mrs... Vernon. | 

“Rosa, "ik you teach these boys nothings 

more thana Bible verse every day, itig 

well’ worth all the pains it costs yd, 

can tell you that. Laying up one verse | 

‘a day is laying up o'treasure which will 

not rust nor wear out, and the more we 

use it the richer we shall be.” 

* Yes, ma'am,” said Kitty. “7 know 

great many.« a 

“J am glad of it,’ said Mrs: Vernon. 

.% Rosa, your room will be ready for: you 

to-morrow.” ; A hae. 74 | 

Again Rosa thanked Mrs. Vernon, ¢ a
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then, bidding her good morning, she went 

out, and her little flock followed her. 
Rosa was very happy in the prospect 

of haying so cool and pleasant a room for 

school. . Kitty was also much pleased; 

and Mrs. Vernon returned to her work, 

happy because she had been making 

‘others happy. 

! 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

WHO HAD THE SHADED WINDOW. 

In Mrs. Vernon’s kitchen there were 

two pleasant windows which looked out 

upon a green field. In this field stood a 

button-wood tree, which at noon threw i 

shadow on the window nearest the door. 

Kitty observed this when she first went 

into the room, and thought to herself, “ It: 

will be so very nice to sit by this window. 

*.- Twill have my bench placed there.” 

"But after she had gone to bed that 

night, and thought the matter over, it 

seemed to her that it would be quite mes 

ish in her to choose the best place in the 

room. So after a little struggle with her 
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selfishness, She decided to place Rosa’s 

bench where she had before determined to 

‘put her own. Rosa, she thought, ought 

to have the best. Kitty wished she could 

cure herself of being selfish. It seemed as 

if with her, it was all “try—try—try.” 

‘¢T am afraid I never shall be good,” said 

she to herself, discouraged for a mo- 

ment. The verse which she had repeated 

that day came into her mind. “Strive to 

Enter in at the strait gate, for many, I 

say unto you, shall seek to enter in, and 

. shall not be able.” “Strive,” said Kitty, 

“that means t7y Yes, I will keep: on 

striving as long as I live.” After mak- 

ing this good resolution, she fell asleep. 

The next day; when Rosa and her 

teachers went to Mrs. Vernon’s, the little 

«boys were there, waiting for them in the 
yard, and Rosa observed, with. much. 
pleasure, that they had come this time
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with clean feet as well as with-clean hands 

and faces. Mrs. Vernon herself stood at 

the back-door, smiling. 

“Come in this way,” said she.“ Dolly 

has fixed up your room; and if it 1s not 

to your mind, you can alter it.” 

“Thank you,’ said Rosa, going in. 

«Dolly has arranged it just right. «It 

needs no altering.” 

_, “Bless me, what a pretty sight!” sai 

Dolly, wiping her eyes,—-though she did 

not know at all what she was crying for: 

_ One ~bench stood under the shaded 

window. ‘There Rosa,’ said Kitty, — 

“that is for you. You must have it, be- 

cause the sun does not come there.” 

“You love your neighbour as yourself, 

I see, said Mrs. Vernon to kang or evel 

better than: yourself, I must say.” » «44 

, Kitty blushed. | She felt. that:.she did 

not deserve praise. Had Mrs, Vernon
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known how selfish she was once disposed 
to be, she would not have praised her. 

“T am afraid I do not always,” said 
Kitty. She felt as if she must speak the 
truth. : 

“Don’t you?” said Mrs. Vernon smil- 
ing again. “Well, you are honest.” 

Kitty was honest and she knew it, and 
her heart was so easily puffed up, that all 
at once she began to feel as if she was 
quite a good child. She sat Peter down 
by her, and began to teach him with a 
feeling of more importance and ‘dignity 
than she had ever -before done. She 
wished to make Peter feel how good she 
was, but somehow Peter would not un- 
derstand it; he was unusually stupid, 
Kitty thought. He would not even mind 
his book well, and she lost all patience 
with him, and did not enjoy the day at 
all. She had even begun to feel sorry that 

6*
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they could..go.no more to Brook Runa 

way to teach, where mossy stones made 

softer seats than wooden benches... Thus 

one little sin, which Kitty harboured) iM 

her heart, put her all out of tune. f She 

was vain that day. | It would have been | 

as well if. Mrs. Vernon’ had: not praised 

her. sit ates Vines Able | 

« Rosa found that she must. alter’ her 

plan somewhat, after she began to teach 

in. the kitchen. So many classes read+ 

ing all at once disturbed each other. 

Rosa requested them to read and spell 

softly, and also not tolaugh so loud as they 

used to in the woods, and she wished 

them to come and go gently, and to drink 

water before coming, so that they need 

not trouble Dolly to get some for them 

every day. - i her 2 food aitt 

.. Rosa found, however, 48 some other 

people do, that to increase bouses aiid 
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lands, increases care. She thought her- 
self very rich when she had a good airy 
room for her school, but, in a short time, 
she made the discovery that it was not: SO 
easy keeping the school in order there asit 
was in the woods. The scholars did not 
like to be restrained; they wished to make 
some noise and have more liberty. To 
come into a house and sit on wooden 
benches, seemed to them very much like 
going to the public school,—a place which 
none of them liked. { 

Rosa began also. to perceive that her 
teachers were. acting from very different 
motives; some of them were doing good 
to please themselves, and some, that mer 
might please God. 

. Those.who.wished only to please ieee 
selves, were the first to grow weary of well- 
doing. These found no « fun” in coming 
every day into the back kitchen, They
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missed their walk to the brook—the wav- 

ing of the trees—the singing of the water- 

fall—the visits of the squirrels, and the 

chirping of the grasshoppers. They want 

ed the cool breezes, and the pleasant 

shades, and they began to think it dull 

work and hard work, to teach. The 

little factory-boys seemed to become every 

day more and more stupid. They were 

getting tardy. Henry Miles at length 

stayed away altogether, and acknow- 

ledged that he was tired of the school, 

and his class followed hisexample. 

“Qne sickly sheep infects the flock.” 

Henry’s bad example was, before long, 

followed by others. 

Those teachers who worked from feel- ; 

ing without principle were now led off an- 

other way. Frank came one morning — 

with a new kite, and the kite-fever took  
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hold of Miss Preston’s scholars and raged, 

violently, and there were many empty, 

benches in Mrs. Vernon's back kitchen. 
Rosa, as we all know, taught. because: 

she loved to do all the good she could, 
that she might walk in the steps of Him 
“who went about doing good.” It wag 
beautiful to see how religious principle 
held out, even amid. ee discourage- 

were witht each ae 
charge. Kitty and pp came with her, 
for Kitty was trying to do right, and 
many times she came te teach Peter from 
a sense of duty.. Bess was there because 
she loved Rosa. 

But notwithstanding all her efforts, 
Rosa saw her school going down. The 
 Kite-fever had extended to the factory 
boys, and learning to read was now be-  
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coming an old story. Still Rosa worked 

on faithfully, teaching. all who would 

come, and still Kitty and Bess stayed by 

ker, even when, of all the scholars, Peter 

and John Smith alone remained. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

WHAT THE BOYS DID IN THE THUNDER- 

SHOWER. 

It was noon: Miss Preston’s school 
was dismissed, and the children were all 
in the entry. Kitty and Rosa stood on 
the steps, looking inquiringly at the sky. 

“Your thunder-shower is coming,” said 
Kitty. | 3 

“I am afraid it is,” replied Rosa. “I 
wonder if we should not have time to get 

_ to Mrs. Vernon’s before it rains. Let us 
run.” 

“No, no,” said Miss Preston, who just 
then came into the entry. “It will rain 
in two minutes—there!”
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A vivid flash, followed by @ terrific peal 

of thunder, settled the question. It grew 

dark, the heavy drops came faster and 

faster, and soon the rain fell in torrents. 

“You had: better come in here, chil- 

dren, and shut the door.” mere 

The children obeyed, and sat down 

near each other, still and serious. There 

‘was another and another flash, and louder 

‘and still louder rolled the thunder. 

‘Garah Miles cried. Bess looked terrified. 

‘Many other children were afraid. — 

- «You need not be afraid,” said Miss 

Preston. “God can take’—a terrific 

peal interrupted her, and started all of 

‘Shem to their feet: Miss Preston alone | 

‘was calm, though she saw, by @ glance 

from the window, that a tree which stood 

‘quite near had been struck, and the park 

‘torn from it. | | | 

«Keep still, children,” said she in the
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same calm tone. ‘God can take care of 

us as well now as when the sun shines. 

Would you like to have me ask Him to 

take care of us?” 

“Yes, ma'am-—yes, ma'am,’ said many 

voices. Miss Preston prayed, and the 

children felt quiet and safe as she pray- 

ed. They believed that God could take 

care of them. After prayer, Miss Pres- 

ton said, “ Would you like to sing one of 

your hymns?” : 

“Yes, ma'am; yes, maam.” 

“Do let us sing 

‘One there is above all others.’ 

May we?” said Sarah Carpenter. 

Miss Preston consented, and the chil- 

dren joined her. The thunder still roll- 

ed, and the lightning flashed, and the rain 

poured down furiously, and the world 

without seemed in Nota commotion,
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for the voice of the Almighty was heard 

inthe tempest; yet still His ear was open 

to the cry of those little ones within, who 

were singing one of the Songs of Zion, 

and He drew near and comforted them, 

and they became calm and happy, not- 

withstanding the tempest. 

They sang until the storm ceased. It 

ceased almost as suddenly as it had 

commenced. .The dark clouds were 

blown away in a breath, and the sun 

came out and set the rain-drops to spark- 

ling. Rosa was the first to leave, for she 

was quite in a hurry to meet her class. 

She ran down through the street to Mrs. 

Vernon's, and Kitty and Bess followed. 

Going hastily to the back kitchen, as 

she opened the door, she heard loud and 

angry voices, and her heart misgave her. 

When she went in, she found the two 

Scotts and the two Smiths there, and. Mra,  
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Vernon was talking to them. Benches 

were upset, a window had been broken, 

and the floor was covered with broken 

glass and rain. Rosa looked aghast. 

«Well, its no wonder you look,” said 

Mrs. Vernon, turning round. “I never 

saw such a piece of work before. Come 

now, boys, speak, and tell your teacher 

what you have been doing.” 

The boys hung their heads and would 

not speak a word. 

“Well then, I must just tell for you. 

These boys,” said she, speaking to Rosa, 
“came in, and finding you were not here, 

they put all the benches together and 

began climbing up on them. The benches 
tumbled down as fast as they piled them 
up, and thus made such a noise, I thought 
my head would burst; so I sent Dolly 
in to tell them to keep still. Instead of 
minding her, they made faces at her, and
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began to quarrel with each other; and 

that boy threw this one against the win- 

dow and broke it.” 

“John got my knife,” said Tom, “and 

wouldn’t give itto me. We warn’t quar- 

relling. I was only trying to get it away 

from him.” 

“Tt is my opinion,” said Mrs. Vernon, 

“that you are spending your strength in 

vain; you have bad stuff to work upon.” 

“But,” said Kitty, “we teach them 

one Bible-verse a day, Mrs. Vernon; and. 

you know you said that was worth all 

the pains it costs.” 

Mrs. Vernon make no reply to this, 

but walked out of the room. Rosa thought 

she perceived by her manner that she 

did not wish them to meet any more in 

her back kitchen. Perhaps Mrs. Vernon 

had done gvod to please herself, and when  
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her feelings were changed, she did not 

wish to do it longer. | 

Rosa was grieved, and she sat down 

with her little boys and talked to them, 

and they felt sorry for what they had 

done; and little Peter, at Kitty’s request, 

went into the kitchen and told Dolly that 

“he would not make faces at her any 

more, and acknowledged that he had 

been a naughty boy.” Dolly kissed his 

chubby cheeks, and told him “It warn’t 

the least mite of matter in all the world 

at all—at all,” and she gave him an ap- 

ple. And Peter thought it was very pret- 

ty work to make apologies. 

Rosa wished to have the large boys 

apologize to Mrs. Vernon, and they at 

length consented to do so, if Rosa would 

go with them. Rosa took each by the 

hand and went into Mrs. Vernon’s par- 
lour. 

7*
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“Well!” said Mrs. Vernon, “ what 

now 2” 

“Tve come to tell you I'm sorry,” said 

John. 

“ And so am I,” said Tom. | 

“Well,” said Mrs. Vernon, “I hope 

you never will do so again.” 

“ Never will,” said John, laughing. 

Rosa stepped up to Mrs. Vernon timid- 

ly, and placed a half-dollar in her lap. 

It was one which she had brought with 

her that morning to buy some crewels 

for a cricket-cover which she was work- 

ing. 

“T wish to pay for having that win- 

dow mended,” said Rosa. | 

~ “You won't do any such thing,” said 

Mrs. Vernon. “You have hard work 

enough to teach these boys, without hay- 

ing to pay for all the mischief they do.” 

“T would rather do it,” said Rosa.
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“No, no, child, I do not care for the 
window,” said Mrs. Vernon. 

Rosa went back. She talked awhile 
with Kitty, and they came to the conclu. 
sion that it was best to disband the school. 
They felt that Mrs, Vernon wished it, 
and, besides this, their own vacation was 
near. Rosa bade good-by to her scho- 
lars with tears, and the last she saw of 
them they were crying. 
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CHAPTER X. 

ROBA TAKES A WALK TO BROOK RUNAWAY. 

Wirn the thunder-storm and the high 

winds, the kite-fever went off.’This was of 

no little importance to Miss Preston’s scho- 

lars now, for examination was approach- 

ing and they had enough to do to pre- 

pare for it. Rosa and Kitty, among the 

rest, were unusually busy. Rosa's time 

was so wholly occupied that she scarcely 

missed her school, or seldom thought of it, 

excepting when she prayed; then she al- 

ways remembered it, and never forgot to 

ask God tv keep those poor, ignorant boys 

from “falling into temptation.”
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But in vacation, Rosa began to miss her 
school by Brook Runaway. She thought 
about the Scotts and Smiths, and she 

was afraid they would forget all they had 
learned, and grow up to be as wicked as 
those rude boys who swore. Still Rosa 
did not see that there was any thing more 
she could do for them but pray, and she 
tried to be submissive; and yet often and 
often she found herself wishing that there 
was a way in which she could do some- 
thing more. 

One afternoon, after her thoughts had 
been most of the day at Brook Runaway; 
she wished to walk down there, and see 
if it looked just as it used to look. ‘She 
went alone through that pleasant grave- 
yard, but she did not feel at all afraid. 
Her sweet sister lay there “asleep in 
Jesus,” and her grave seemed to Rosa a 
spot around which angels dwelt, since al-
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ways, as she approached it, her mind was 

filled with heavenly thoughts. 

She was singing to herself when she 

met Brook Runaway, and they went on 

together singing, until they came to the 

place of the school-meeting. There were 

the seats, just as they had left them. All 

was peaceful and quiet. Rosa sat down 

just where she had sat for many a day 

with John Smith. It seemed to her as 

if she must see his little red head through 

the birch-trees. She almost listened for’ 

his steps. She was seized with a great 

desire to see him and his brother. She 

wished to know what they had been do | 

ing and how they were getting along. 

First she wondered where they lived, 

then whether she could find her way 

there. All at once the factory-bell rang. 

She could see one mill in the distance, 

and she determined to go to it. Rosa
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followed the same path by which the 
boys alwayscame. This led her through 
the woods, and she saw the village at the 
foot of a hill not far distant. 

The nearest way there, seemed to be 

across a piece of ploughed ground. So Rosa 
took it, though she found it very uncom- 
fortable walking, for she sank over shoes 

in the earth at. almost every step. But 
Rosa kept on, for she liked to finish a thing 
when she had begun it; and she got safely 
over the ploughed ground and the pas- — 
ture beyond, and came right out into the 
road back of some brick boarding-houses. 

She walked round to the front of the 
houses, and was wondering within herself 
where she should go, and whom she should 
ask for. She looked up once to read a sicn 
which was hung from the second-story 
window, and she saw there three litile 
heads, looking as if they were on fire in
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the bright sunshine. A minute more, and 

three faces were turned toward her—dirty 

as they could be—but all laughing. They 

were the Smiths. At the same instant 

she recognised them, they recognised her 

and laughed more than ever. John ran 

down and opened the door, James stood 

halfway upstairs, and Peter peeped 

through the banisters, with his fingers in 

his open mouth. 

“] knew it was you,” said John. 

“Did you?” 

“Yes.” 

¢ And so did I,” said James. 

“ And so did I,” said Peter. 

“Tam very glad to see you. Are you 

all well?” 

“Yes.” 

“What have you all been doing since 

our school stopped ?” 

“To work in the mill.”
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“How do you do?” said a woman from 

the upperentry. ‘It is the school-marm 

you are, [am a-thinking. Please walk up 

and rest a bit in my little room. | If it was 

a palace it would be none too good for you. 

Stand away, Jem, and let the lady come.” 

Rosa accepted this invitation, and went 

up-stairs. 

The mother dusted a chair with her 

apron, and begged Rosa to be seated. 

“T wished to call and see how my lit 

tle friends were getting on,” said Rosa, 

—hardly knowing what to say. 

“Well, and its you that has made good 

boys of them,” said their mother. “The 

Lord bless and reward ye and prosper ye 

for a kind lady that ye are, to teach my 

children. It was a sorry day that when 

there was no more school to goto. Peter 

here, he took to crying as if he'd never 

step. 8
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“Oh, I am sorry,” said Rosa, patting 

Peter's head. “We wished very mach 

indeed to continue our school, but there 

did not seem to be any place where we 

could meet.” 

“ And the more’s the pity. You never 

with your two-eyes saw boys learn so fast . 

as them did, and the Lord reward ye for » 

it too. John, don’t get ‘so close. Stand 

away, Peter; the lady don’t want ye in 

her lap. Ye are as black as the chimney- 

back. Away wi’ ye all three, and a 

the smut off your faces.” 

The boys did as they were bidden; and 

while they were gone, a noise was heard 

on the stairs, and up came the Scotts, 

their mother following with her mob-cap 

flying and her baby in her arms. 

“Behave now!” said she to the little 

troop before her. ‘Don’t be after just 

crazing the lady. Make your menihengyy a
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Rosa shook hands with the Scotts. 

“Tt.is I myself who just must run over 

the way, when Paul says, says he, the 

teacher has come. God bless ye, ma'am, 

for ever, and love ye. Ye were good to 

my little ones. They larnt amazingly.” 

Poor Rosa felt abashed, for the two 

mothers poured out such a torrent of 

thanks and praises, which she was so un- 

prepared for, that she was quite over- 

whelmed. Shedid not know what to say. 

The children also.hung about her, and 

wished to know when she. would begin 

her school again. 

All Resa could do, was to. promise them 

she would think about it, and with this 

promise she was at length able to make 

her escape. She walked home by the 

road, and she did think of it. “If these 

poor children are so willing to learn, ought
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I not to teach them?” was a question she 

frequently asked herself. “And ifso, when 

and how?” These were questions which 

she could not answer just then. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

WHAT AUNT RUSSELL PROMISES. 

Rosa thought over the subject for se- 

veral weeks, and at length ventured to 

speak about it to her mother. Her mo- 

ther did not encourage the idea of Rosa's 

re-commencing her school.’ The fall was 

already advanced, and winter was com- 

ing on, and she was afraid that Rosa 

would be tempted to go out in unplea- 

sant weather. Rosa's health was deli- 

cate, and as she was now an only child, her 

mother’s anxiety was natural. Rosa did 

not therefore urge it, but at the same 

time she did not give up the idea of do- 

ing some thing or for those factory-
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boys. October came, with its glowing 

forests and ripe nuts, and Miss Preston’s 

scholars were tempted off on many a 

Saturday-afternoon excursion. On one 

such occasion, Kitty and Rosa became 

separated from their party, who had 

wandered away in search of better nut- 

picking. Rosa had filled her basket 

with nuts, and did not eare for any more, 

and Kitty was tired; so they sat down 

together on a stone in the sun. 

Kitty, after a while, spoke of the little 

school. “I wish, Rosa,” said she, “that 

we could have another school. What 

nice times we had at Brook Runaway, 

didn’t we?” 

“Oh yes,” said Rosa. “I feel sometimes 

as if I could not wait for another sum- 

mer to come around, I am so anxious to 

teach those little boys. They were learn- 

ing finely, Kitty; and I found their
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“So they sat down together on a stone in the sun.”—p. 90.
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mothers were so grateful, it was very ent 
couraging. I feel sometimes as if I must 
teach them. But I know of no place 
where we could meet; and winter is com- 

ing, and we should need a fire too. Can 
you think of any plan, Kitty.” 

“No, I cannot; but, Rosa, I will tell 
you what I can do. I will ask Aunt Rus- 
sell. She always finds a way to help us, 
if we wish to do any thing that’s - 
Shall I ask her?” 

“T wish you would,” said Rosa. 
Kitty’s enthusiasm was again kindled 

about the little school. When she reach- 
ed home she went directly to her Aunt 
Russell and described, in glowing lan- 

guage, Rosa's visit to the factory vil- 

lage. ) 

“Dear aunt,” said she, “please help 

us. The boys are anxious to learn and 

their mothers are anxious to have them
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learn, and it is such a pity we cannot 

teach them.” } 

“Why do you like to teach thems 

Kitty?” 

“ Because Ido. I do not know why.” 

“You used sometimes to get tired of 

it?” 

“I knowit. Peter was naughty some- 

times, and the day was hot; and after we 
went to Mrs. Vernon’s, the other children 

troubled us.” 

“ Did Rosa ever get tired ?” 

“She used to look tired, but I never 

saw her impatient. Rosa is better than 
fam.” 

~ “She is more pavient than you are, 
Kitty.” 

“I know it. And I try very often to 
be patient, when I do not feel so.” 

“That is right, Kitty. That is all any 
of us can do, to try with the right spirit.
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But if you wish to do any good by teach- 
ing ignorant children, you must try very 
hard to be patient.” 

“T mean to try, Aunt Russell.” 
“You wil have to keep on trying, 

Kitty, if you start the school again. It 
will need a great deal of patience and a 
great deal of principle to keep it up through 
the winter. Mere impulse will not stand 
the winter storms. Now if you honestly 
wish to do all the good you can, and 
mean to be patient and persevering, I 
will do what I can to help you.” | 

“I think I do wish to do good, Aunt 
Russell; and I do mean to try and be pa 
tient and persevering. Rosa, you know, 
will teach from principle.” 

“ Yes, but Rosa ought not to shidortabe 
the school alone. She must have some 
one to help her. ‘The other teachers
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dropped off in the summer, did they 

not?” 

“T stayed to the very last.” | 

“Yes, I know you did, Kitty; and I 

think you wish todo right. Iwill make 

some inquiries about a room, tell Rosa; 

and I will let her know as soon as I find 

one.” . 

Kittywas delighted. She put on her 

bonnet immediately and ran across the 

common to tell Rosa that Aunt Russell 

was going to see what, she could do about 

it; and she knew they should start the 

school again. Rosa was quite as much 

pleased as Kitty, and. the two friends sat 

down on the door-step, and. planned, a 

course of study for the first winter-term 

of the Brook school. Kitty wished her 

aunt would go that evening and find a 

room, so they might commence the next 

day.
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“We must be patient,” said Rosa smile 
ing. 

“That is just what Aunt Russell has 
been telling me,” said Kitty. “I do not 
know how to be patient very well.” 

“You are learning, Kitty.” 
~~ Am IT? Well, Ido think, Rosa, I 
have some right principle about this mat: 
ter of teaching. In my heart I wish ‘te ° 
do some good to others, though I am only 
a little girl. Aunt Russell thinks I do: ; 
for she says if it was all mere Seeling, - 
should not wish to help: me.” 

“T suppose she thinks feeling — 
not hold out through many citicalties, 
Kitty.” 

“I suppose she does.” 
‘Kitty had a very good trial of her pa 

tience, for several weeks passed. before 
Aunt Nancy said any thing about a room. 
Rosa and Kitty often talked together,
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and wondered why it took her 30, long, 

but they decided that their best course 

was to be patient and ask no questions. 

This trial at length came to an end. 

“ Well, Kitty,” said Aunt Russell, one 

morning after breakfast, “1 have at last 

found a room where you can keep your 

school. I have bought wood, and every 

‘thing will be ready for you the second 

week in November.” 

Kitty danced about until she upset a 

chair and a work-table: then her mother 

told her she had better dance out of doors, 

and so she ran over to tell Rosa the news. 

Rosa wished to go at once and look up 

their scholars. Starting at an early . 

hour, that same afternoon, the little girls 

went by the road down to the factory 

village. They called first upon the Scotts 

and Smiths, and found them quite ready 

to join the school again. Kitty was much
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taken by the warm expressions of grati- 
tude which she heard from their mothers, 
It came up fully even to her idea of what 
thanks should be. 

Rosa wished to call upon a few other 
families, where there were many young 
children, and try to get them into her 
school. In some places she was received 
rather coldly. “Their children had school- 
ing enough for poor folks, they said—they 
could not afford to give them any better.” 
Kitty was surprised at this. | 

“Let us not go in anywhere else,” said | 
she to Rosa. 

“Here is a house quite by itself,” said 
Rosa. “Only see how many children there 
are around the door! We will stop here.” 

As the door stood open, Rosa entered. 
A woman sat in a rocking-chair in the 
‘middle of the room. With her foot she 

' Tocked a cradle in — lay a child two
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years old; a baby was on her arm, and 

with one hand she was combing the hair 

of a larger child who sat at her feet. 

“How do you do?” said she nodding 

as Rosa entered. ‘“ Please be seated.” 

“Thank you,” said Rosa. “ We cannot 
stop long. We have been calling on 

some old friends to invite them to come to 

a school, which we shall open the second 

week in November. If you will let your 

little folks come, we will teach them all 

we can.” 

“Well,” said the woman, not at all sus- 

pending her various operations, “I don’t 

care. Any thing in the world to get rid of 

’em.” 

“They look very healthy,” said Rosa, 

wishing to make some pleasant remark. 
“The land’s end! They are well 

enough, and it is well they be, for they
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are so thick, I couldn’t take care on ’em 
sick.” 

Rosa made all arrangements necessary 
for the children in as few words as possi- 
ble, and left the house. She and Kitty 

' walked on silently until they were quite 
out of sight of the boarding-houses. Kitty 
then looked up into Rosa’s face. Both 
smiled —then laughed—then laughed 
again, very loud and heartily. 

“Did you ever hear any thing like it, 
Rosa ?” 

“No—never. I am afraid her children 
will not be very well behaved.” 
“We can turn them out then.” 
“Oh no!” said Rosa. “The worse the 

children are, the more pains we must take 
‘with them.” 

“Yes, that is the right way, I suppose,” 
said Kitty.



100 KITTY BROWN AND 

CHAPTER XII. 

WHO MADE THE PATH TO ANDY’S SHOP? 

OcTosER, in her orange and scarlet live- 
ry, went out, and brown November came 
in. She was waited upon by a set of 

churlish winds, whose principal business 

it seemed to be to strip off all the leaves 

from the trees, and, after whirling them 

about until they were quite worn out, to 

tumble them into some ditch and leave 

them there. Earlier than usual the snow 

came and buried them out of sight. This 
fist snow-storm happened on the night 

before the Brook school was to open. 

Rosa and Kitty were much disappointed, 

on waking up in the morning, to find win-
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ter all about them. Kitty could not help 
complaining some. She was afraid the 
snow would melt before noon, and make 
the walking so bad the children would not 
get there. In this expectation she was 
disappointed, however, for November was 
out of tune, and kept the winds and clouds 
at work all the morning, and did not give 
the snow a chance to melt; but by noon 
had drifted it into heaps across the road. 

Now the room which Aunt Russell 
had obtained was in what had once been 
@ shoemaker’s shop. It stood on a back 
road not far from Uncle Carpenter’s house, 
where the apple-orchard was. 

This shop was occupied by a good 
old black woman, who lived there quite 
alone. Her bedroom, which she did not 
use in the winter, (as she then slept in 
the kitchen by the fire,) she let for a tri- 
fling sum to Aunt Russell, She had also 

4
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spared a corner of her wood-shed to shel. 
ter the wood and coal which Aunt Rus- 
sell sent. There was a fireplace in this 
room, and one or two chairs. Aunt Nan- 

cy added to these some benches and a ta- 
ble. Andy (for this was the black wo- 
man’s name) spread her best braided rug 
before the fire, and placed on the low shelf 
an old Bible, and, for ornaments, two 
glazed cups, There were two very small 
windows in the room, which, on this day, 
being blocked up with snow, admitted but 
little light. Such was the room in which 
the Brook school was to meet for the win- 
ter. Neither Rosa nor Kitty had seen 
it, or knew precisely what Aunt Russell 
had done. At the earliest suitable hour 
of the appointed day, they were on their 
way thither. 

As they left Rosa’s house, her mother 
spoke anxiously. “Rosa, if you find the
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room cold, do not stay, my child; you 
are not very well.” 

“Do not be anxious, mother,” said 
Rosa. “I promise you we will keep a 
good fire.” 

“But how will you get through the 
snow-drifts, girls ?” 

“See my feet,” said Kitty laughing. 
“T have on stockings over my India-rub- 
bers, so that the snow cannot come into my 
shoes. Rosa had better put on a pair.” 

Rosa took the precaution which Kitty 
suggested, and it was well she did, for af- 
ter they turned off from the main road 
into the lane which led to Andy’s shop, 
where no path had been broken, they sank 
quite over shoes in the snow. But as 
they approached the shop, they found 
that some one had kindly shovelled a nice 
path through a deep drift which lay up 
against Andy’s door. : ;
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“ Who can have done this?” said Rosa 
—much surprised. 

She heard a laugh, and a head popped 
up from behind a snow-bank. Sure 
enough! there was Benny Taylor. He 
had come of his own accord, and was 

working away like a hero to get a path 
made quite down the lane into the street, 
and had not Rosa and Kitty started so 
early, it would all have been done. 
“Why, Benny!” said Rosa, “how kind 

this is in you.” 

“You came too early, Miss Rosa,” said 
Benny laughing. “My path is not half 
done; but you shall have it to go home 
in.” And he commenced shovelling away 
again in earnest. 

“Don’t trouble yourself any more,” 
said Rosa. “ We can get along.” 

“Trouble!” said Benny. “Why, I ore 
to do it.” | 

¢
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Ben Taylor was a grateful boy; he ne- 
ver forgot those who befriended him. 
During the whole of the winter in which 
Rosa kept the Brook school in Andy’s 
shop, he came, after every snow-storm, 
and dug a path. , 

Andy had a good fire burning on the 
hearth, and she seemed very glad to see 
the young teachers; and they, on theit 
part, were much pleased with her and 
with their room. After arranging it to 
their minds, they sat down by the win- 
dow to watch for the arrival of the fac- 
tory-boys. The weather was so unfa 
vourable, they feared no one would come, 
but they were mistaken. First came the 
Scotts, then the Smiths made their ap- 
pearance, and with them several other 
children came. Last of all, came six 
from that overstocked family, whose mo- 
ther had so much amused Kitty.
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Kosa felt very happy as she looked 
around upon her little flock, knowing 
that they had minds to be instructed, and 
she an opportunity of teaching them. 
She was more than happy: she was 
grateful to God for having given her an 
opportunity of teaching them. Kitty 
knew she was grateful; she noticed it in 
Rosa’s manner, and in her voice, for when. 
Rosa was thinking much of God, she had 
a very sweet and gentle way with her. 

Some religious feeling also tempered 
Kitty’s excitement, and she commenced 
the new enterprise with a sincere desire 
to do the children all the good she could, 
that she might please’God. 

The school thus happily commenced 
was kept up through the winter. The 
factory-boys improved perceptibly every 
week. There is no doubt but at this day 
they are much better men than they



HER LITTLE SCHOOL. 107 

would have been had the Brook school 

never re-opened, and certuin it also is, that 

it would have died out with the failure 

in Mrs. Vernon’s back-kitchen, had not 

Rosa and Kitty also been actuated by 

religious principle, and not by mere feel- 

ing, in their wish to teach those poor, ig- 

norant factory-boys. It is such efforts as 

these which God always helps. 
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